Cut My Hair 


Author: notoffkilter 
Bands: Pearl Jam, Soundgarden 


Characters: Eddie Vedder, Chris Cornell 


Relationships: M/A 


Rating: Adult 
Genre: [GenSlash] 


Updated: Thu Feb 25 201b 16:49:46 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


0 


Author's Notes: 
Okay another oldie of mine. *don't worry i'm still working on my current fics* 
this was inspired by the story of Chris shaving his head and mailing it to his wife Susan. 


Questions and comments most appreciated thank you! 


Chris was standing near his kitchen window, smoking quietly as he stared out. It was quiet in his entire house, 
watching sparrows and starlings peck around the grass in his yard. He liked this kind of quiet, no one else 
around, just himself. No one to talk too, mostly since he unplugged his telephone, he didn't want to speak to 


anyone anyways. 
He was practically living like a hermit, he didn't leave the house, he didn't need or want too. 
He had food and water, with his guitar at hand, and a pencil he didn't need anything else. 


Though he couldn't say he didn't feel a tad bit lonely, taking another deep drag off his cigarette as he thought 
quietly. 


He sort of missed his companionship with another singer, thinking about the feisty small brunette made him 
give the faintest smile on his lips. 


He knew Eddie would be back in a few weeks, which sort of thrilled him, though he'd never admit he was 
counting down the days secretly. 


Snuffing out his cigarette as he sighed softly, running a hand through his long strands of hair. His hair was 
starting to grow out a little more, it was already being pretty long in length. He was starting to get annoyed 
with some of the strands that fell on his face. 


"Mh..." He frowned lightly, grabbing some scissors from the junk drawer he knew how to fix these annoying 


hairs. 
Wandering off to the bathroom, he flicked on the switch to get a better look at himself. 


Brushing back some strands as he was about to start cutting, stopping himself just as he was about to give 
the first snip. 


He turned his head from side to side, then running his hand through his hair. 

Staring at himself, wondering what it would be like if he cut it short.. 

It seemed like a fun enough idea, hair grows back, he had no funny receding hairline to worry about. Setting 
down the scissors, he looked farther down on the bathroom sink staring at his electric clippers, that lied 
neatly on the counter. 

Picking them up before he even really thought about it, he pressed the switch on 

He wasn't even thinking as he put it to his head, as he started to shave his hair off. 

Black strands softly fell into the sink, soon growing to be quite the pile. Filling the sink completely, the light 
buzz from the clippers stopped as Chris shut it off. Lightly blowing off the hairs on the blade, before neatly 


setting it back down in it's rightful place on the counter again. 


His eyes flickered back to himself, looking at his reflection he was smiling. His hand going over the barely visible 
peach fuzz he had on his head. 


His head turning from side to side, double checking he got all the hairs. 


It looked good he thought, he almost couldn't believe he did it. It felt rather invigorating actually, he felt so 


light now, like nothing was weighing him down. 


Then looking back down at the sink, staring at all that hair, he wondered how all of that fit on his head. 
Touching the now dead hair, feeling how soft it was, letting strands fall back into the sink. 

Now what? 

He wasn't really sure what to do with all this hair, toss it in the trash was the only realistic idea to do. 


Then thinking about it more and more, a smile slowly creep on his face, he knew just what to do with it. 


Eddie had just gotten back from an interview at the hotel his group were staying at, moping off to his 
bedroom. It was pretty boring, since he wanted to go do something, but the rest of his band mates wanted to 
sleep. Since they stayed up for a couple of days straight, going from show to plane, next show to car ride. It 
took a lot out of them all, though some how Eddie was still full of energy. 


Lying on his bed he pouted a little, it would be nice to just talk to someone even. Having tried calling Chris a 
few times was to no avail, with familiar dead ringtone filling his ears saying the singer's number was 
disconnected. 


It seemed like a stroke of luck, with his hotel room phone suddenly ringing. 


Rolling off of his bed to go answer it, not really caring who it was, some kind of conversation to stop his 
boredom is all he wanted. 


He was a little surprised with a hotel clerk at the front desk, telling him a package arrived for him. Eddie 
wondered if it was some crazy fan, or maybe someone he knew. Hoping it was the latter as he headed down in 


the elevator to retrieve it. 


When the envelope was handed to the singer, he looked at it a bit curiously, there was no address. Though the 


handwriting on it looked a tad familiar. 
Heading back up to his room, he sat on his sofa, a bit hesitant to open it. 


He bent the envelope, shook it a little, whatever it was it was lightly, with it being puffed out a little it made 


him wonder. 


Tearing one side open, his curiosity got the best of him, peering inside. 


"What..The fuck?..." Eddie frowned lightly, completely shocked, confused, and still somehow curious. 


Carefully sticking his hand inside, and pulling out a few pieces of black hair, letting the long strands fall back 


into the envelope. 

Wondering who and the hell mailed this to him, it didn't take him to long to figure it out. Smelling the envelope, 
it made him flush lightly, he recognized the smell. Making him turn a darker shade of red, staring at the 
envelope for a moment longer. He went to the phone that sat on the desk in his room. Quickly dialing in 
numbers, it gave the same response as last time, saying the number was disconnected. 

"That son of a bitch.." Eddie frowned lightly, still blushing darkly. 


He didn't know what kind of joke this was, it was a little amusing, but also just plain weird in itself. 


At least he had just a few more days left, and he'd get to the bottom of this very soon. 


Eddie took a taxi immediately as he got off the plane, heading straight to Chris's house. He hoped he was there 
if he wasn't, he was willing to wait on the porch till he got back. 


When Eadie seen Chris's car in the drive way, he was a little relieved to say the least, after paying the cabby 
he quickly hopped out. 


Also having his luggage in hand, he gave a few firm knocks on the other singer's door. 


He huffed a little when there was no answer, trying to peek through the window was no use, with the curtains 


closed it made him pout more. 

Trying the door again, he pounded away on it like a lunatic. 

"CHRIS | KNOW YOU'RE HOME! OPEN THE GOD DAMN DOOR!" Eddie yelled loudly, pouting and huffing. 
It seemed like barely a moment passed as the door opened, with Chris standing in the doorway. 
"Yeah?" Saying rather nonchalantly, as he looked down at the shorter singer. 


Eddie's eyes widened quite a bit, completely surprised in slight horror. 


"|. You.YOU SHAVED YOUR HEAD?!" Eddie almost couldn't believe it, even as he stared at Chris. 


Eddie quickly opened his luggage then promptly throwing the envelope at Chris, who missed being hit by it by 


an inch or so “what the hell man?!" 

Chris gave a smile, actually quite amused, enjoying the other's reaction really was worth it. 
"WELL?!" Eddie huffed, still standing on Chris's porch. 

Chris stepped aside from the door to let Eddie in, begrudgingly walked inside. 

Hoping he'd get an answer from Chris once he was inside, he turned to look at the taller brunette. 
He was caught a bit by surprise when Chris hugged him close, his arms around Eddie's back tightly. 
| missed you." He purred softly to the shorter singer, kissing his cheek that started to flush. 

Eddie was still frowning, "s-so you shave your head and mail me your hair?!" Looking up at Chris. 
Chris smirked staring back at Eddie, "yeah." 


Eddie was briefly speechless, just how cool headed the other was being, though he usually was like that. It just 


sort of confused him, how he could act like it was a normal thing to shave your head. 
"Are you upset?" Chris asked the other, letting his hand caress Eddie's cheek. 


"Mh..." Eddie mumbled a little, he wasn't upset since it was of course Chris's choice to do such a thing. He just 
sort of wished he was there when he did it. 


"No..." Eddie looked up at Chris with a slight pout, staring at his head. Almost like if he stared long enough his 


hair would return again. 
"Don't lie, | know you are." Chris smirked almost a bit smugly in fact making Eddie pout more. 


"W-well..” Eddie huffed, "I just..sorta.wish..| was here when you did it." He mumbled a little the last part, a tad 


embarrassed. 
"Me too." The taller singer said with a light chuckle. 
"Mh..." Eddie looked down pouting. 


"Stop that" Chris smiled, pulling Eddie closer to himself, leaning down to kiss him again. A little more deeply this 


time. 
Eddie practically melted in Chris's arms, blushing as he leaned against him. 


Chris picked Eddie up in his arms, going to the living room, he set the other down on the sofa. Wasting no time 
at all, he was all over Eddie, kissing him deeply and passionately. 


Eddie tried to keep up with Chris, moaning softly against the rough kisses he gave. His arms wrapping around 
his back, pulling him closer. 


It was only moment later they were tearing each others clothes off, throwing shirts, pants, underwear every 


which way. 

"Ah-hh..Chrisl.." Eddie blushed darkly, turning his head shyly away as Chris pressed him into the cushions. 
Chris nipped at Eddie's neck, with his hands groping and touching the other. 

‘| missed this..And you.." Chris purred into the other's ear, as he fondled his cock. 

"Mh..Uh-hhh..." The smaller singer flushed, letting himself rock into Chris's hand. 

Chris sucked on his fingers, getting them completely wet as he pressed one into Eddie then adding another. 
Eddie flushed and groaned gently, squeezing the other's fingers. 


"Been touching yourself?" Chris smirked, scissoring his fingers inside him. Feeling Eddie wasn't as tense, as he 
usually was when they had breaks from each other. 


Eddie turned his head away a bit too shy to answer, pulling Chris closer in response. 
"Next time..Let me watch.." Chris purred, making the other turn a few more shades red. 


Removing his fingers, he spat into his hand stroking his cock till it was slick Then pressing his length into Eddie, 
with him gasping and moaning softly. 


"Fuck." Chris grunted, pushing further till he was fully inside, giving Eddie time adjust. 
Eddie sighed as he flushed, looking up at Chris with soft eyes, wanting him to start thrusting. 
Chris held onto the cushions on either side of the other, starting to thrust into him. 


"Uh-hhnl..Chris.." Eddie moaned, as Chris started to thrust harder. 


Chris flushed lightly himself, feeling Eddie begin to tighten around his cock the longer they fucked. 


Taking a hand to Eddie's aching hard length, he started to stroke him in time with his thrusts. It made him 


shudder and writhe under Chris, moaning louder feeling his orgasm coming closer at each passing second. 


Eddie tried to hold out as long he could, but with Chris purring into his ear encouraging him to come, he 
couldn't last any longer. Coming hard into the taller singer's hand, and letting out a loud cry. 


"Ah-hh.." Eddie flushed all over as he panted deeply trying to catch his breath. 


Chris was getting close, pulling out he made the weary singer roll onto his stomach. Then continuing to fuck 


him hard into the sofa. 

Eddie moaned weakly, still feeling quite sensitive, as Chris slammed his hips into him. 

Chris tightly bit his lip, his hands tightly holding onto Eddie's hips hard enough to leave marks. 
Giving a few more rough thrusts he came into Eddie, his eyes shut as he panted catching his breath. 
Eddie was blushing softly, knowing the other finished, feeling come slowly drip down his thigh. 
Chris pulled out suddenly, making Eddie gasp softly, lying down beside him. 

Eddie looked at him with a soft stare, shyly putting an arm around him. 

The taller singer hardly minded, doing the same as he pulled Eddie close, kissing him gently. 

"| love you.." He said rather softly to Chris. 

Chris caressed Eddie's cheek, kissing him again, "| love you too.." He purred. 

Eddie took a hand to pet Chris's now peach fuzz hair, with him nuzzling into his hand. 
"l'm..Kinda getting use to it." Eddie flushed, as Chris smiled at him. 

"Good..Cause l'm going to be keeping it short for a while.." Chris cooed. 

"Well. don't mind.." Eddie rested his head against Chris's chest sighing gently. 


Chris smiled softly, kissing his for head, holding himself close as they napped on the couch together. 


The End. 


